l6                    BALLOON  ADVENTURE

I ran towards the picture and scrutinised it closely.
' No ! No 1' said Mr. Nowell, * you must not look at
it as close as that/ He came and stood beside me
and then he retreated slowly. Having reached the
requisite distance, he leant backwards and inclined his
head on one side. Miss Plimsoll tripped across the
Aubusson until she had rejoined him. She also cocked
her little head sideways. * That? said Mr. Nowell,
c is the way in which one should look at pictures/

Obediently, I trotted back across the Aubusson
towards the required position. I also cocked my
head sideways. The portrait was in fact resplendent.
* Beautiful? gasped Miss Plimsoll, c perfectly beautiful/

I also realised that it was something very grand.

In later years I have examined that portrait with a
more critical eye. My uncle is depicted sitting defiantly
in a chair with a dim curtain descending behind his
left shoulder. He is dressed in the robes of an English
peer slashed with alternate bands of scarlet and white
fur. Around his neck and shoulders are negligently
draped the chains of the Star of India, the St. Patrick,
the Indian Empire and the Bath. He wears a stiff
collar and a white hunting tie. His right hand (which
was large and brown) rests upon the inner side of
his thigh and assumes that conformation which in
subsequent years became so familiar to me. Owing
to some quirk of gout or rheumatism, he had acquired
the habit of flexing the little finger and the fourth
finger while keeping the index and the middle finger
outstretched. There was something papal about this
carriage of his fingers.

The left hand is clasped in uncharacteristic defiance
upon the arm of his chair. His knees, and the fur